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Sourlanders working to keep the canopy!

Hopewell Council of Churches “Sunday of Service”  
volunteers planted 22 native trees next to the Foraging 

Forest in the Hopewell Borough Park.
D&R Greenway Land Trust, Trout Unlimited, and SC staff and volunteers 

planted 500 trees at Cedar Ridge Preserve.
Hillsborough Twp partnered with SC staff and  

volunteers to plant 700 trees at Otto’s Farm Park. 

Don’t miss the Save the Sourland SoloFest on our YouTube channel!  
www.youtube.com/c/SourlandConservancy

Thank you to the Hopewell Elementary School graduating Fifth Graders and their families for  
helping to create a pollinator meadow in the Foraging Forest, while keeping a distance. 

325 participants cycled, hiked and ran during the modified 2020 Sourland Spectacular. 

Over 800 trees were planted by private landowners during the spring and fall ACT  
(Ash Crisis Team) native tree sale! 
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Message from the President 
By Dante DiPirro

As we move into the fall sea-
son, under unprecedented cir-
cumstances, the work of the 
Sourlands does not stop. We 
all have had to pivot in so 
many ways, in work, school, 
community and much more. 
The Conservancy has done 
this by not only doing as 
much as we can with virtual 
tools but by organizing sus-
taining events with masks 
and social distancing and fol-
lowing the CDC and state re-
quirements. 
 
Through all this, I could not be more proud of 
this community in the ways you have “showed” 
up to support the Sourlands.  Together, we 
planted 3730 native plants and trees, trained 32 
volunteers on how to monitor water quality and 
stream health, and offered 58 free educational 
programs and videos. We also worked with the 
Stoutsburg Sourland African American Museum 
(SSAAM) to tell the important story of African 

American history in the 
Sourlands by filming a se-
ries of educational videos 
and creating interpretive 
signage for historic sites in 
the area. We advocated for 
open space, continued to 
fight PennEast, removed 
invasive species to restore 
balance to our ecosystem, 
and much more! 
  
On behalf of the Sourland 
Conservancy board and 
staff, I thank our many 
donors and volunteers!   

 
Also, please consider volunteering to be a board 
member or join one of our committees.  We need 
your caring, expertise and talent.  It doesn't have 
to be a huge time commitment and you'd be 
working with other great people, having a lot of 
fun and working on a wonderful cause. Please 
consider joining to "Save the Sourlands!" 

Lost and Found in the Sourlands
By Andrea Bonette, Emeritus Trustee  
Nowadays college students are encouraged to choose their major based on what will enable them to 
earn the most money; in many cases they select technology or the world of finance.  But once upon 
a time we considered an attractive major to be one which both met the students’ interest and offered 
a wide choice of careers.  Bruce Daniels was such a student. 
 
Bruce, born in Plainfield, NJ, at age five moved with his parents and grandmother to a house in Belle 
Mead built for them by his father and uncles.  Their sand road was a part of Montgomery Township 
with its mostly rural population of only about 3,800 people, too small to support its own high school.   
At the time Belle Mead was a small town with a view of the Sourlands, its own post office, some 
small businesses, and a commuter train station.  The “Hillsborough and Montgomery Telephone 
Company” almost exclusively offered “party lines” which enabled subscribers to eavesdrop on other 
families’ conversations and a switchboard operator who somehow knew almost everything that was 
going on in town. Bruce went to kindergarten in a two-room schoolhouse in Blawenburg and first 
grade in a four-room schoolhouse in Harlingen.   
 Some of his early memories were his activities with the Boy Scouts, especially their camp with its 
log cabin in the Sourlands near Roaring Rocks in what is now the Gibraltar Quarry.  The Scoutmasters 
sought to discourage the boys from independent exploration of the Sourlands by warning them about 
the poisonous snakes (true) and telling them scary ghost stories of dubious veracity.  One such tale 
Bruce especially recalls concerned Knitting Betty, an angry ghost who would sneak up on you at 
night, slit your stomach open with a knife, and use your guts to knit the wound shut.    
This technique, however, was not particularly effective with Bruce.  He loved to explore the winding,  
narrow Sourland roads which featured numerous small vacation cottages, often owned by New York-
ers who kept them boarded up all winter and only occupied them in summertime and in the hunting 
season.  

Continued on page 5. 



It started one autumn afternoon when I was walking through 
a meadow and paused to admire a New England aster in 
bloom.  The aster, various species of goldenrods and Indian 
grass were the only things in bloom at that time, and there 
were bees and butterflies flitting among them.  It occurred to 
me that asters must be an important late-season source of nec-
tar and pollen for the insects I saw, so I wanted to look into 
it.  I quickly found out that, yes, they are important sources 
of nectar and pollen when few other flowers are in bloom, 
but I also found something completely different that aroused 
my curiosity.  So, this isn’t going to be an essay about asters. 
 
There were once 180 plants native to North America in the 
genus Aster but now there is only one, a species that lives in 
polar regions named alpine aster.  None of the usual culprits 
caused this startling loss; it wasn’t global warming, nor was 
it loss of habitat, nor even a virus from some distant land that 
had been recently introduced.  The cause was that botanists 
had decided that 179 of those plants formerly classified as 
asters were structurally different from the Old World aster 

that set the standard for what constitutes an aster.  
 
So that really got me thinking.  Who made the decision that 
all those plants formerly known as asters shall henceforward 
be known as something else?  I imagined a group of august-
looking, dark-robed people sitting on a high dais; a gong is 
struck and a decree is read in sonorous tones. And, that led 
me to the question, “Just how do plants get their names?” 
 
It started, as you may have guessed, with the 18th-century 
Swedish botanist Carolus Linnaeus.  He conceived the sys-
tem whereby all plants and animals are given two Latin 
names.  The first is the plant’s genus.  (I am going to ignore 
the issue of animal names here, but the entire system of nam-
ing animals is similar to that of plants.)  The second name is 
the species name.  Therefore, for example, all of the golden-
rods are in the genus Solidago, so that is their first name.  
Grass-leaved goldenrod is Solidago graminifolia (Gramini-
folia is Latin for “having leaves like grass.”)   Hairy golden-
rod is Solidago hispida. (Hispida is Latin for “bristly.”) 

Canada goldenrod is Solidago canadensis.  
The convention that has been universally 
adopted by botanists is that the genus 
name is capitalized but the species name 
is not. 
 
The Linnaean system classified all plants 
by their morphology—by the form and 
structure of the plants as a whole.  Since 
the time of Linnaeus, however, botanists 
have found subtle differences in plants 
that were not known in the 18th century, 
giving rise to the need to change plants’ 
names.  An organization arose to set the 
standards for naming plants, the Interna-
tional Association for Plant Taxonomy.  I 
don’t know if they wear robes or where 
they sit when they meet, but a democra-
tizing element about this group is that 
anyone who pays the entrance fee can 
join.  Once you are a member you can 
vote for board members, who make the 
group’s decisions.  This group, known by 
its initials (to some people) as IAPT, is in 
charge of publishing and keeping up-to-
date the “International Code of Nomen-
clature for Algae, Fungi, and Plants.” 
 
This may seem terribly arcane but we all 
owe a debt of gratitude to the IAPT. It is 
important that, when we talk about a 
plant, others know what plant we are talk-
ing about.   
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Seeing the Sourlands: How Plants Get Their Names 
By Jim Amon

New England aster, Symphyotrichum novae-angliae
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Lions and Tigers and 
Coyotes, Oh My!
By Lois Kersten 
 
The first time I heard a coyote howl, I didn’t recognize it.  
I was standing in a garden at dusk in early August.  The 
birds were singing, the mosquitos were attacking every 
inch of exposed skin, and then… a howling noise came 
from the forest around me.  This was quickly followed by 
several short barks and yips from another direction.  Then 
more howling from yet another direction.  It felt eerie.  In 
reality, this was an Eastern Coyote pack just doing its 
thing.   
 
Coyotes are some of the most misunderstood animals in 
our area today.  The coyotes that live in New Jersey are 
called Eastern Coyotes.  They are not 100% coyote.  In 
fact, if you did one of those “at home” DNA tests on a 
coyote (please don’t try this!), they would be predomi-
nantly coyote with 5-10% dog, and 25-30% eastern wolf.  
They live in packs of three to four animals in a territory 
of roughly 10 square miles.  Coyotes are found every-
where - in urban, suburban and rural areas throughout the 
Northeast.   
 
It is unusual to see a coyote because they prefer to move 
around at night and stay away from people.  It is more 
common to hear them howl, which is the way that coyotes 
communicate with their pack and stake out new territory.    
 
A few months ago, I heard the coyote pack howling again 
at 3 am near my home in the Sourland Mountains.  This 
time, I knew what it was as I listened to their cries echo 
around the forest. Perhaps one day, you will be lucky 
enough to hear them too.  
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Stewardship
by Carolyn Klaube 
 
The Sourland Conservancy depends on our fabulous network of mem-
bers and volunteers to fulfill our mission to protect, promote and pre-
serve the Sourland Mountain region. COVID-19 fundamentally 
impacted our stewardship work. We have had to create new ways to 
continue our stewardship efforts and fuel our members’ passion for 
learning about and protecting this region. 
 
Some highlights from the year: 
 
Ash Crisis Team (ACT): The NJ Forest Service estimates that over 
one million Ash trees will die within the next few years - that’s one 
in every five trees in the Sourland region! Approximately one-third of 
the Sourland region is privately owned, so local residents can have a 
great impact on the health of our ecosystem. This year, ACT participants 
planted over 800 trees on private property in the Sourlands! Thanks to 
Rosedale Mills and Pinelands Nursery for sponsoring the 2020 ACT 
program  
 
Foraging Forest: Another innovative way the Sourland Conservancy 
tackled stewardship during COVID-19 was to create individual time 
slots for Hopewell Elementary 5th grade students to come out to the 
Foraging Forest with their families to plant a small meadow. This proj-
ect was funded by the Hopewell Harvest Fair and originally was 
planned to engage the entire school. Over the course of two weeks, 
many fifth grade families planted 400 native flowers to create a beau-
tiful meadow, attract pollinators to the site, and increase yield. 
During the summer the Sourland Conservancy held “open house” hours 
twice a week during July and August at the Foraging Forest for up to 
10 volunteers to help us control weeds in the restoration site. The vol-
unteers learned plant identification and the important role native plants 
play in our ecosystem. They also got to enjoy the beautiful sights and 
sounds in the Foraging Forest. 
 
Steam Monitoring: For the past two years, the Sourland Conservancy 
has partnered with the Watershed Institute, NJ DEP and the NJ Water-
shed Ambassadors to conduct stream monitor training. This year, in-
stead of in-person instruction, we held a webinar. NJ Watershed 
Ambassador Anjali Thakker introduced participants to the 
technical aspects of stream monitoring. We then held a sec-
ond presentation illustrating proper stream monitoring 
methods filmed on location in one of our beautiful Sour-
land streams. 
 
Roots for Rivers: Healthy riparian zones are vital to 
healthy streams. This year, we completed two Roots for 
Rivers riparian restoration projects. The first restoration 
project took place at Otto’s Farm Park in partnership with 
Hillsborough Parks and Recreation. Volunteers planted 700 
native trees and shrubs. The second restoration project took 
place at Cedar Ridge in partnership with D&R Greenway 
and Trout Unlimited. Volunteers - including many first-
timers - planted over 500 native trees and shrubs. 
 
Thanks to our members and volunteers for your creativity 
and dedication! Our Stewardship Committee Chair, Roger 
Thorpe, summed up this year’s efforts, “One of the things 
I love about the Sourland Conservancy is that when we’re 
walking along a trail and come upon an impediment, we 
don’t stop; we don’t turn around; we move it, or find an-
other way. We will get to where we want to go!” 

ACT (Ash Crisis Team) in action to provide native trees to the community.
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Contiued from page 2.  
After graduation from Princeton High School, and a short 

stint at American University, at a time when the Vietnam War was 
in full swing, Bruce was drafted, but failed the induction physical. 
He eventually returned to school, attending Rutgers College, and 
graduating with a degree in sociology.  One of his professors had a 
connection to Highfields, long ago the Sourland home of Charles 
Lindbergh, and then a reform school for boys.  The twenty residents 
were young men ages 16 to 18 who had committed offenses varying 
from possession of a small amount of pot to shooting someone.  If 
they successfully completed the program, which a good number of 
them did, they would avoid actual incarceration. Bruce was chosen 
to be an intern there and when his internship was completed he was 
hired as a counselor.  He lived and worked at Highfields for five 
years, attending graduate school in New Brunswick in the evening.  
On Saturday nights Bruce would take the residents out into local 
communities – movies, roller skating, shopping, even on trips to the 
State Fair.  Although the house had no fences to keep the boys in, 
they rarely ran away because they were terrified of the white-tail 
deer, especially when they had to take the trash out after dark.  

Bruce had his own rather frightening experience in the 
Sourland forest when he started out from Highfields on a springtime 
walk with his dog.  Wandering around the trail-less woods, passing 
through a boulder field he had run across before, he had started out 
due north, but soon lost his sense of direction.   Going deeper and 
deeper into the forest, starting to worry a little bit about the  long 
shadows of evening’s approach, he suddenly passed under some 
telephone wires that looked vaguely familiar, and then stepped out 
onto a gravel road.  The houses looked kind of like those he remem-
bered on Minnietown Road, but that couldn’t be.  Minnietown was 
due south of Highfields, and he had started out heading due north. 
Had he gotten completely turned around?  At least he was out of the 
woods, but after walking a few hundred yards down the narrow road, 
Hillbilly Hall abruptly appeared, erasing all doubt.  This wasn’t 
good.  Hillbilly Hall was five miles by road from Highfields – Ri-
leyville to Ridge to Lindbergh – and it would be dark in less than 
an hour. 

Making the only reasonable decision possible, Bruce and 
his dog started walking north on Rileyville Road.  But after a few 
hundred yards, he had a fateful change of heart.  “Highfields is 
straight east from here – not more than a mile – I can easily do that 
in less than an hour.  No problem.”  And so he jumped the ditch and 
headed back into the Sourland forest. 

It got dark fast.  And it started raining.  And the self recrim-
inations began to echo in his brain. “I’m 50 miles from Manhattan, 
and I’m lost in the woods, and I’m completely helpless.” He was 
essentially blind, sporadic lightning 
flashes providing only fleeting illu-
mination.  At one point he tripped 
over a rock and gashed his forehead 
– mud and blood.  The smart thing 
would have been to sit down with his 
whimpering dog and wait for the sun 
to come up the next day.  The area he 
was in was crisscrossed by streams 
with bouldered ravines six feet deep.  
There were copperheads on Sourland 
Mountain – maybe rattlesnakes.   

But then Bruce heard, very 
faintly, a car engine, and he was able 
to orient himself, and deciding that 
shivering in the rain until the sun 
came up wasn’t very appealing, he 
started crawling in that direction.  
Cars were pretty infrequent on the 
Mountain roads in those days.  
Maybe twenty minutes passed…… 
another car engine, and he was able 
to reorient himself and continue 

crawling.  At one point he crawled into a patch of Cat Briar – clothes 
torn – skin ripped.  This went on for a couple of hours.  Finally he 
could see headlights.  It still took another 45 minutes of crawling to 
emerge out onto the road…completely elated to be out…..but almost 
exactly where he had turned off into the woods.  Then another 
twenty minutes of calling before his very unhappy dog made it out 
of the woods. 

They walked a few hundred yards on Rileyville, and, quite 
a sight, a boy and his dog, muddy, wet, and bleeding, limped into 
Hillbilly Hall and asked to use the phone.  In a little while a State 
station wagon pulled up and took them home. 

Bruce needed to take some time off to complete his Mas-
ter’s degree, so he took a leave of absence from Highfields in 1980 
and went back to school full time.  During these years he ended up 
working part time and summers for Seward Johnson’s family.  Then, 
in 1983, he accepted what he thought would be a short term position 
working for one of the Johnson family foundations as a property 
manager.   Bruce was hoping to return to Highfields, but there was 
no position open at the time.  In early 1984, the Foundation pur-
chased 12 acres of the former New Jersey State Fairgrounds, and 
Bruce was made Project Manager for what would become “Grounds 
for Sculpture”.  He never looked back.  Although he had no back-
ground in construction, or landscaping, or art, Seward Johnson 
trusted him to figure things out, and he simply “learned everything 
on the job.”  It was a tremendous career leap for a former sociology 
major, but the results speak for themselves, and it’s been an experi-
ence that he wouldn’t trade for the world.  Bruce is still to this day 
involved with “Grounds”, archiving photos and plans, and working 
on occasional special projects. 

However, the Sourlands continued to call him.  In 2003 he 
moved to Blawenburg, ending up living across the street from the 
two-room schoolhouse where he had gone to Kindergarten.   He be-
came active in Montgomery Township’s Open Space program, help-
ing to preserve tracts of land, and cutting hiking trails on the 
Mountain among other locales.  In 2015 he met Elaine and John 
Buck and Beverly Mills, and  became interested in their proposal to 
restore an old African American church built in 1899 on Hollow 
Road.  There has for hundreds of years been a significant African 
American presence in the Sourlands which is only now coming into 
much-deserved recognition: The book “If These Stones Could Talk” 
does a superb job of bringing this history to light.   Bruce did some 
sketches for the church project and was invited the join the Board 
of the Stoutsburg Sourland African American Museum (SSAAM).  

It seemed like a “natural fit” for him, combining his soci-
ology knowledge, the project planning skills he honed at Grounds 
For Sculpture, and his very real affection for the Sourlands.  Bruce 

is currently the Chair of SSAAM’s 
Building & Grounds Committee, and 
will be supervising the complete 
restoration of the Museum building, 
as drawn up by M+Sa Architects, and 
funded by a $326,000 grant from 
Somerset County.  SSAAM’s Board 
has also successfully worked with 
D&R Greenway, Montgomery 
Township, and the Sourland Conser-
vancy to preserve and purchase an 
additional 2 ¼ acre property adjacent 
to the church grounds.  Next year 
they will be working on a Master 
Plan for this site, which will include 
offices, education and exhibition 
space, and other facilities which will 
be shared by the Sourland Conser-
vancy and SSAAM. 

It does not appear that Bruce 
Daniels is about to retire any time 
soon. The Sourlands won’t let go of 
him! 

Lost and Found in the Sourlands

5
Bruce Daniels in a boulder field in the Sourlands.
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By Ruth Jourjine 
 
When I first visited the Foraging Forest plot of land in Hopewell Borough Park I noticed there was not much growing. My thought was to gather 
some artists to illustrate a few of the many native trees and plants that will be growing there in the years to come. These native plant species will 
produce berries, nuts, pollen and nectar that will feed birds, bees and humans too! Raising awareness in our community of the benefits of planting 
native species is a primary goal in establishing the Foraging Forest. 
 
The illustrations will be framed and exhibited, and notecards will be available for sale in packs of eight on the Sourland Conservancy’s website 
www.sourland.org. For more information please see sourland.org 

Foraging Forest Illustrations

Roger Thorpe

Welcome our intern, Juni Reagan!

Juni Reagan is a senior at Hillsborough 

High school and is having a wonderful 

time interning with the Sourland Conser-

vancy through the Senior Outreach In-

ternship program. Juni is passionate 

about preserving natural ecosystems and 

will use her time with the Sourland Con-

servancy as an opportunity to learn more about local preservation 

tactics and ways to spread environmental awareness. In the future, 

she hopes to couple her love of environmentalism with her passion 

for language in order to spread environmental stewardship with the 

world.

Ellie Wyeth Lucia Stout

Ruth Jourjine
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Members make a difference. Thank you for your support! 
 

 

Membership: __ Individual $35      __Family $50 __Premium Family $100 __Sponsor $250  

   

__Premium Sponsor $500 __Robert Garrett Society $1,000 __Other   

 
Name:__________________________________________________________________________      __ Recurring Donation 
 
 
Address:______________________________________________________________________________________________ 
 
 
Phone:____________________________  E-Mail:____________________________________________________________  

We will not provide your e-mail address to any person or organization without your permission. 
 

__Please do not publish my name. 

__Please contact me about volunteer opportunities with the Sourland Conservancy.

!

Ingredients 

● 1 bottle of red wine 

● 6 to 10 allspice berries, cracked 

● 6 to 10 black peppercorns, cracked 

● 3 bay leaves 

● A 2 ½ to 4 pound neck roast,  

   boned or bone-in 

● Salt 

● 1 cup flour 

● 3 tablespoons paprika 

● 1 tablespoon cayenne (optional) 

● ¼ cup lard, bacon fat or cooking oil 

● 2 onions, sliced root to tip 

● 2 celery stalks, diced 

● 3 carrots, cut into large chunks 

● 2 parsnips, cut into large chunks 

● 3 Yukon Gold potatoes,  

   cut into chunks 

● 1 rutabaga or 2 turnips, peeled and  

   cut into chunks 

● Black pepper to taste 

● Sour cream, for garnish 

 

 

Instructions 

1. Bring the wine, allspice, black pepper-

corns and bay leaves to a boil. Turn off 

the heat and let the marinade cool to 

room temperature. When it’s cool, sub-

merge the venison neck in the marinade 

and keep in the fridge overnight, or up 

to 4 days. 

 

2. Mix the flour, paprika and 

cayenne (if using) together in 

a large bowl or shallow con-

tainer large enough to hold 

the neck roast. Pat the meat 

dry with paper towels and salt 

it well. Coat it in the flour-pa-

prika mixture. Heat the lard in 

a large Dutch oven or other 

heavy, lidded pot and brown 

the meat. With a typical neck 

roast you will need to cut it 

into two pieces to get it to fit 

the pot. Brown one piece and 

then remove while you brown 

the other. If you are using a 

bone-in neck, just turn the 

meat to brown all sides. 

When the meat has browned, 

remove it from the pot and set aside for 

a moment. 

 

3. Preheat the oven to 325°F. Add the 

sliced onions to the pot and brown them 

well, stirring occasionally. This should 

take about 8 minutes. Add 2 cups of the 

marinade and bring it to a boil. Add the 

venison back to the pot, along with 2 

cups of water. Bring to a simmer, cover 

the pot and cook in the oven for 1 1/2 

hours. 

 

 

4. After 1 1/2 hours have elapsed, add 

the root vegetables and celery and con-

tinue to cook for another 1 ½ hours, or 

until the meat is falling apart and the root 

vegetables are tender. 

 

5. Remove the meat and set on a cutting 

board. Slice roughly or pull the meat off 

the bones. Taste the sauce and add salt if 

it needs it. Add black pepper to taste and 

serve with the meat and vegetables, with 

a dollop of sour cream alongside. 

Sourland Cuisine:   VENISON POT ROAST - A recipe by Hank Shawfrom  

from honest-food.net 
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